marry her ? " Madame could hear the doubt in her own voice
and added hastily: "You are in love with her still, I hope."

" That's too big a word/' he said. " Have you ever been in
Hawaii? They have something like twenty thousand varieties
of hibiscus there, it's all different and all hibiscus. Well, it's
the same with love. Yes, I suppose in a way I love her."

"But you want to leave her? " Madame said.

"Ah, that's something different. It is impossible to live
with Goopy. She has no sense of humour."

" No, she hasn't/' Madame thought with regret. A ghost
wandered through the room, faint, frail and timid. A
frightened, nervous boy in a lieutenant's uniform and with
Katzerl's deep, sad, enormous eyes.

"Why did you marry her? Did she have more humour
then?"'

"Why did I? I have asked the same thing of myself
several times since. I had singed my wings considerably
just before I met her. I was all sore and bruised. I don't
know whether you know that condition. I needed a nurse
and Goopy looked like one. She lacked all the things the
other lady'had possessed in such abundance, Law of con-
trasts. I suppose I wanted to be the Prince to awaken the
sleeping beauty. But I got myself all scratched by the thorns
and the beauty just kept on sleeping."

"It's always the man's fault," Madame said -wisely. She
had, in the meantime, put on her costume for the nest act,
short skirt, blouse, and bolero, and wound a cloth around her
head. Cyril had assisted her with a few lazy, languid and
extremely efficient movements. She had known him all her
life, him or his like. The door opened and admitted first
a bucket with ice and a bottle of champagne and then Semper
who carried it in front of her stomach.

"Thank you, angel," Madame said sweetly. "Pour your-
self a glass too and then try and get a few evening papers
for me. I want to* see how the stock market is doing."
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